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maintaining a distinctively British way of life which lies somewhere between the two, one that recognises the virtues of family life, retains the stimulus of competition -and free enterprise, without sacrificing too heavily to the Moloch of security for all—a security which, in the atom age, may well turn out illusory?
So now, after living in tents, Nissen huts, trenches, empty palazzos and luxury hotels, I am back in my London suburban igloo in Couponland. I am living on rations and in restaurants, filling in forms with dazed exasperation, helping my wife (when unavoidable) with the endless household chores, watching my boys grow up, digging my garden, and living the life of an Englishman in 1949.
In Chapter One I said that life seemed a conspiracy to prevent me from doing what I wanted to do. Sometimes I have defeated the plot, sometimes it has defeated me. But the contest has seemed less important with the passage of time.
I am forty-seven. I think my wife is the most wonderful and longsuffering woman, in the world; that my two sons are living proof that there is no need to apply a smoky malacca to young posteriors.
Kind friends tell me that I do not look my age; less kind ones that I look as if I had had "a good time." My face varies in colour from pink to puce according to the circumstances. My eyes and mouth are deep-lined with the legacies of sun and laughter; my shoulders stoop with the legacy of bending over the typewriter. It is my ambition to leave some mark in time's sand behind me, something that will survive my death, however slight it may be, to help future generations.
My body is taut to the tempo of modern life. I walk with it bent half forward, in eagerness to be at journey's end, and then to start off again. I eat and drink too fast. When I wake, I am liable to bounce instantly out of bed, but the time of waking is uncertain. Usually, I fall asleep the instant my head touches the pillow, and have about eight hours' sleep.
The ferocity with which I attacked exercises of all kinds in India has lasted spasmodically. I am thus liable, ine would go off to Jerusalem to stay with friends. There was little else that he could do, with no money.. Bernard Shaw says that the secret is to be so busy doing the things youdying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
